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MADAM, 


=== Y only Title to the great Honour I 

Si now do myſelt, is the Obligation I 
have formerly received from Your 
Royal Indalgence; which J remem— 
ber With the utmoſt Gratitude. I was 
indeed uneaſy, till 1 had bethought 
myſelf of tome Means of relieving 
my Heart, by expreſting its Acknowledgment. My 
Inclination carricd me toPoetry; Your Virtnes deter - 
mined me to Sacred Poetry abuye all other; and in 
that Kind there is no Subject more exalted and 
affecting, thaa this which I have choſen. Its very 
firſt Mention fnatches away the Soul to the Borders 
ot Eternity, ſurrounds it with Wonders, opens to it 
on every Hand the moſt ſurpriting Scenes of Awe 
and Aſtoniſhment, and terminates its View with 
A 2 nothing 
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nothing leſs than the Fulneſs of Glory, and the 
Throne of God. h 


Bur this may feem a very improper Seaſon for 
any Things of fo grave and folemn a Nature to 
preſent itlelſ before You, and mingle with the Gaiety 
and Splendor of Univerfal Jay and 'T hankſpiving- 
Vet, it we confider thai the Thoughts which You 
will meer in the following Pages, are ſuch as are 
ever uppermoſt in Voor own Heart; and that, in 
all Probability, thoſe Great Bleſſings, which Your 
People now enjoy, are the Reward of that Religious 
Bent of Mind, and Virtaous Diſpoſition in their 
PRINCE; I hope 7 bat may ſeem leſs Foreign and 

Inſeaſonable, which is the Root of the Felicity now 
douriſhing among Us, and ſhedding its ripened Fruits 
on our Land. 


IE are Strapgers to Your Majeſty, who think, 
hen they write to the Br#71f I hrone, that Viftories 
and Triumphs mitt be their conſtant Theme; they 
know not there is 1oinerthing Y on hold much Dearer 
than either Your Fortune, or Your Glory. They 
Have not attended to Your Unbounded Charities ; 
they have noc beard of Your Royal Care and Gene- 
roſity to thoJe who ſerve at the Holy Altar; they 
never {uthcieniy admired Your Reſolution of build- 
ing magiilfice!:!y to the Lord, and ſetting wide the 
Gates of Salyation : In a word, they are ſtill ro be 
informed, that prudent Councils and lucceſisfu! Arms, 
well-ordcred States, and humbled Poes, are only the 
ſecond Glorics of Your molt Illuſtrious Reign. 


IT is, Madam, a Proſpect truly Great, to behold 
You {cated on Your Throne, ſurrounded wita Your 


Faith 


DEDICATION, vi 


Faithful Councellors, and Mighty Men of War, 
illuing forth Commands to Your own People, or 

iving Audience to the Great Princes and Powerfal 

ulers of the Earth. Bur why ſhould we confine 
Your Glory here? ] am pleaſed to ſee You riſe from 
this lower World, ſoaring, above the Clouds, paſſing 
the Firit and Second Heavens, leaving the fixed Stars 
behind You ; nor will 1 loſe You there, but keep 
You (till in view thro' the boundleſs Spaces on the 
other Side of Creation in Your Journey toward Eter- 
nal Bliſs, til! I behold the Heaven of Heavens open 
and Angels receiving, and conveying You itill onwar 
from the Stretch of my Imagination, which tires in 
her Purſuit, and falls back again to the Earth. 


WHAT a Panegyrick is it on Human Nature to 
conlider, that it ſhall come to pals in tome future 
Time, thro' which the Thread of Your Exiſtence 
mall run, that You Yourſelf may forget this Glorious 
Year, or make its Remembrance only ſetve by com- 
parilon to recommend Superior Honours, and more 
Splendid Renown? Let us tremble at the Power of 
God, and adore the Profuſion of his Goodneſs on 
vs his Creatures! We bchold thee, O QUEEN ! 
Great in Peace and War, Great in thy Alliance, 
Greater ju thy Self; we ſee Thee bleſſing thy People, 
and compoting the Striſes of Europe; Weturvey 1 hee 
in this ful! Light, this Blaze of Sublunary Greatnels, 
and own thy Glory is not yet begun. 


dcn Thoughts might appear too warm and 
affected on another Occaſion ; but they are ſo natural 
to him who preſents ſuch a Theme to ſuch a 
QUEEN, that they are not without Violence to be 
ſuppreſicd. When at Your Royal Leiſure You turn 
over 
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over the tollowing Sheets, if you find any Thing 
that encourages V irtne, or diſheartens Vice, let it 
intercede for Pardon of my many Defects and 
Errors. 


THAT Your Reign 1 may be as Pious as it is Glo- 
rious, and give Poſtericy as many Initances of exem- 

ary Virtue and Religion, as it will of eminent 
phy. and ext caordinary Capacities ; that it ma 
not only ſhine in Hiſtory, and be Great in the Annals 
of the Earth, but alfo be ſet down in the Obſervation 
of Angels, anawith di iſtinguiſhed Characters be written 
in the Book of Life, to give Joy at the GREAT Day; 
„ the conſtant Prayer ot him who is, as molt parti- 
-ularly obliged to be, 
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3? OW let the Atheiſt tremble; Thou alone 
J Canſt bid his conſcious Heart the Godhead own. 

Whom ſhalt Thou not Reform ? O thou haſt 
" 

How God deſcends to judge the Souls of Men, 

Thou hearu'? the Sentence; how the Guilty 
mourn, 

Driven out from God, and never muſt return ! 


Ver more, behold ten thouſand Thunders fall, 
And ſudden Vengeance wrap the flaming Ball : 
When Nature ſunk, when every Bolt was hurl'd, 
Thou ſfaw'ſt the bo undleſs Ruins of the World. 


Watt 
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Wuzn guilty Sodom felt the burning Rain, 
And Sulphur fell on the devoted Plain; 
The Patriarch thus the fiery Tempeſt paſt, 
With pious Horror view'd the Deſart Waſte; 
The reſtleis Smoke ſtill wav'd its Curls around, 
For ever riſing from the glowing Ground. 


Bur tell me, O, what heav'nly Pleaſute tell, 

To think ſo greatly, and deſcribe ſo well! 

How waſt thou pleas d the wond'rous Theme to try, 
And find the Thought of Man could riſe fo high ? 
Beyond this World the Labour to purſue, 

And open all ETER N II to view ? 


B v T Thou art beſt delghed to rehearſe 
Heaven's Holy Dictates in exalted Verſe: 
O Thou haſt Power the harden'd Heart to warm, 
To grieve, to raiſe, to terrify, to charms 
To fix the Soul on God, to teach the Mind 
To know the Dignity of Human Kind, 
By ſtricter Rules well-govern'd Life to ſcan, 
And practice o'er the Ange! in the Man, 
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Dr. Y oUNG&'s Poem. 


MERE, Sacred Truths, in lofty Numbers toid, 
The Proſpect of a Future State unfold : 

The Realms of Night to MortalView diſplay, 
And the glad Regions of Eternal Day. 

This daring Auther ſcorns, by vulgar Ways 
Of guilty Wit, to merit worthleſs Praile, 
Full of her glorious Theme, his tow ring Muſe, 

With gen'rous Zeal a nobler Fame purſues; 

Religion's Cauſe her raviſh'd Heart inſpires, 

And with a Thouſand bright Ideas fires ; 

Tranſports her quick, impatient, piercing mw 

Oer the ſtrait Limits of Mortality, 

To boundleſs Orbs, and bids her fearleſs "og 

Where only MIL To gain'd Renown before; 

Where various Scenes Aternately excite 

Amazement, Pity, Terror, and Delight: 


Thus did the Muſes ſing in early Times, 
F'er skill'd to flatter Vice, and varniſh Crimes ; 
Their Lyres were tun'd to virtuous Songs alone, 
And the chaite Poet, and the Prieſt, were One. 
But now forgetful of their Infant State, 
They ſooth the wanton Pleaſures of the Great: 
And from the Prefs, and the licentious Stage, 
Wick luſcious Poiſon taint the thoughtleſs Age ; De- 
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Deceitful Charms attrad our 3 Eyes, * 
And ipecious Ruin unſuſpected lies. | 
So the rich Soil of India's blooming Shores, 
Adorn'd with laviſh Nature's choiceſt Stores, 


Where Serpents Jurk, by Flowers conceal'd from Sight; ok 
Hides fatal Danger under Gay Delight. 
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THrEse purer Thoughts from groſs Allays refin d, 
With Heav'nly Raptures elevate the Mind: 
Not fiam'd to raiſe a giddy ſhort- ivd ſoy, | TX 
Whoſefalſe Allurements, while they pleaſe, deſtroy 3 
But Bliſs reſembling That of Saints Above, 
Sprung from the Viſion of th' Almighty's Love: 


Firm, ſolid Bliſs, for ever Great and New, i 
The more tis known, the more Admir'd like You ; 1 
Like You fair Nymph, in whom united meet 


Endearing Sweetneſs, unaffected Wit, 

And all the Glories of your ſparkling Race, 
While inward Virtues heighten ev'ry Grace. 
By theſe {ecured, Y 0 will with Pleaſure read 
Of Future Fudgment, and the Riſmg Dead ; 

of Time's Grand Period, Heav'n * Earth © 'erthrows; 
And gaſpmg Nature's laſt tremendous Groan. | 
Theſe, when the Stars and Sun ſhali be no more, 

Shall Beauty to Your ravag'd Form reſtore : 

Then ſhall Vo v ſhine with an Immortal Ray, 
Improv'd by Death, and brighten d by Decay 
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Elna molitur Dexira; quo max'ina mots 
Terra tremi', fugere Fer, & momalia cord: 
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HILE. others fing the Fortune of the Great, 
Empire and Arms, and all the Pompot State, 
With Britam's * Hero ſet their Souls on fre, 
And grow Immortal as tis Deeds infpirc; 

I draw a deeper Scene: A Scete (hat yields 
A louder Trumpet, and more dreadtul ie de, 
The World alarm'd, both Earth and 157800 0'erthrown, 

And gaſping Nature's laſt tremendous (irn, 
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Deu amient Scepter broke, the teerniag Tomb, 
The Righteous } udge, ard Man's Eternal Joon, 

W. r Joy and Pain I view the bold Deſign, 
And ask my anxious Heart, if it be mine. 
Wihinteyty great or dreadful has been done, 
Within the Sight of conſcious Stars or Sun, 
Js far beacath my During; J lock dovn 
Ou the Splendors of the Britiſh Crown. 
This Globe is for my Verſe a narrow Bound. 
me all ye glorious Worlds around ! 
a. ye Angels, howioe'er disjoin'd 
Cf .cvcry Various Order, Place, and Kind. 
fear and 29ſt à fceble Mortal's La'ys, 
"Tis Our Eternal King ] firive to praiſe. 

Dr chiefy Thou, Great Ruler! Lord of ail! 
Before whoſe Throne Archangels proſttate fad; 
If at thy Nod, from Dilcord, and from Night 
prang Beauty. and you ſparkling W/orlds of Light, 
vat een me; e inward Tumults que!), 
The Clouds and Darcnels of my Mind a:{pe! : 
To my great Sabjeer Thou my Breaſt tnſpirz, 


And rail in ia Ting ou with equal Fire, 
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Here, Foreſts iife, the Mountain's awetul Pride, 
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Here, R:icers meaſure Climes, and Worlds divide. 
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So vaſt, This World's a Crain; yet Nuria 
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Se bright, with ſuch a Wealth of Giory £o: 


*T 'v:ere Sin in Heathens not to have do. 


How great, hov firm, how ſeered A. 
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How worthy an Im exon 


Yet All muſt drop, as Autumn's ſicklieſt G. 
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And Earth and Firmament be ſought in rain 


The Tract forgot vrere Conflellation: ſbont 
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Time hall be lain, al! Nature be deſtroy'd, 
Nor leave an Atom in the mighty Void. 


sog es, or later, in {ore future Date, 
(A dreadful Secret ja the Book of Fate!) 
This Hour, for aught all human Wiſdom knows, 
Or when ten thouſind Harveſts more have roſc, 
Wien Scenes are chang'd on this revolving Earth, 
O14 Empires fall, and give new Empires Birth: 
When ether Boxrbons rule in other Lands, 
And (if Man's Sin forbids not) other Anx# s: 
While the ſtill buſy World is treading. o'er 
Tie Paths they trod hve thouſand Years before, 
T'1oughticls as thole WO Now Life's Mazes tun, 
Of Earth diffolv'd, or an extivguiſh'd Sun. 


(X E. Soblut aary Wor ds, awake, awake, 
vers of the Nations hear and ſhake!) 


Phick Clouds of Darkneſs ſhall ariſe on Day, 
la ſudden Ni on al Earth's Dominions lay; 
Impetuous Wi ings the icatter'd Foreits rend. 
Eternal Mountains, like their Cedars, bend; 
The Valleys 1awn, the troubled Ocean roar, 
And break tins ng of his wonted Shoar ; 
\ fanouin Staig the Silver Moon o'eripread, 
Darkneſs the Circle of the Sun invade ; 

From inmoſt Heav'n inceſſant Thunders roll, 
And the ſtrong Echo bound from Pole to Pole, 


Wu lo! a mighty Trump, one half conceal'd 
in Clouds, one half to mortal Eve reveal'd, 
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Shall pour a dreadful Note; the piercing Call 
Fhall rattle in the Centre of the Ball; 

Th' extended Circuit of Crcation ſhake, 

The Living die with Fear, the Dead wa. 


On powerful Blaſt | o which no equal Scand 
Did e'er the frighted Ear of Nature wound ; 
Tho? rival Clarions have been firain'd on high, 
And kindled vrars Immortal thro' the S 
Tho' Gods whole Engin'ry diſcharg d, wn al, 
The Rebel Angels below'd in their Fall. 


Hays 4rgele frnn'd ? and ſhail not Man beware? 
How {hz} 2 Son of Farth decline rhe Snare? 
Not folded 4ms, and Slackneſs of the Mind, 
Can prorniſe for the Safety of Menkiad ; 
None are ſupineiy Good : Thro' Care and Pain, 
And various Arts, the ſeep Aſcent we pain, 
ITzus is the Scene of Combat, not of Reſt, 
Man's is Jaborious Happinets at beſt; 
On this Side Death his Dangers never ceaſe, 
His Joys are Juys oi Conquett, not of Peace, 


Ir then. obſequious to the ill of Fate, 
And bending to the Terms of humar State, 
When guilty Joys invite us to their Arms, 
When Beauty ſmiles, or Grandeur ſpreads her Charms, 
ne confcious Soul would Tis great Srene diſplay, 
C1 down th' Immortal Hoſts in dread Array, 
The. Bumper found, the Chriſtian Banner fpread, 


An raie from ent Graves the trembling Dead; 
Such 
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Such deep Impreſſion Would the Picture make, 
No Pow'r on Earth her frm Reſolve could ſhake; 
Engag'd with Angels ſhe would greatly ſtand, 
And look regardleſs down on Sea and Land; 

Not proffer'd Worids her Ardour could refrain, 


| And Death might ſtake his thieatning Launce in vain; 
| Her certain Conqueſt would endear the Fight, 
| And Danger ſerve but to ſupply Delight. 


IsTR Vc thus to ſhun the fatal Spring, 
| Whence flow the Terrors of That Day 1 ſing; 
More boldly we our Labour may purſue, 

And all the dreadful Image ſet to view, 


Tur ſparkliug Eye, the fleek and painted Breaf, 
3 The buriatya Scale, cucl'd Train, and riting Cre!!, 
| chat ig lovely, in the noxious Snake, 

| Provobes our Fear, and bids us fiy the Brake: 

The Sting once drawn, his guilticls Beauties riſe 
In picafing Luſtre, and detain our Eyes; 

We view with Joy, what once did Horror move, 
and ſtrong Averſion ſoftens into Love, 


Say, then, my Muſe, whom diſmal Scenes aelipht, 
| Frequent at "| ombs, and in the Realms of Nighr; 
Say, mclancho!ly Maid, it bold to dare 
| The lat Extremes of Terror, and Deſpair ; 
| Oh fay, war Change on Earth, what Heat in Man. 
his blackett Moment ſince the World began. 
| 


In mournful Turn! the bliſsful Earth, who kite 
At leiſore on her Axle roll'd in State, 
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While thouſand golden Planets knew no Reff, 
Still onward in their circling Journey preſt, 

A grateful Change of Scaſons ſome to bring, 
And ſweet Viciſlitode of Fall and Spring 
Some thro' vaſt Oceans to conduct the Keel, 
And ſome thoſe Watry World: to nk, or fwell 
Around her ſome thei: Splendors to diſplay, 
And gild her Globe with tributary Day. 

This World ſo great, of Joy the bright Abode, 
Heav'ans darling Child, and Fav rite of her God, 
Now looks an Fri from her Father's Care, 
Deliver'd o'er to Dakrets and Deſpair. 

No Sun in radiant Glory ſhines on big., 

No Light, but from the Terrors of the Sky. 
Fall'n are her Mountains, her fam'd Rivers jolt, 
And all into a ſecond Chaos toll : 

Coe univerſal Ruin ſpreads abroad, 

Nothing is ſafe beneath the Throne of God 


Soc, Earth, thy Fate; what then canſt thou a ford 
To comfort, and ſupport thy guilty Lord? 
Man, haughty Lord of all beneath the Moon, 
How muſt he bend his Souls Ambition down ? 
Proftrate the Reptile cn, and difavow 
His boaſted Stature, and aſſuming Brow? 
Claim Kindred weich the Clay, and curſe his Forte 
That ſpeaks Diſtinction from his Siſter Worm? 
What dreadtul Pangs the trembling Heart inv ade? 
Lord, why doſt Thou forſake, whom Thou haſt made? 
Who can ſuſtain thy Anger? who can ſtand 
Baneach the Terrors of thy lifted Hand? 
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It flies the Reach of Thought; Oh fave me, Pov/ r 
Of Pow'rs Supreme, in that tremendous Hour! 
Thou, who beneath the Frown of Fate hat food, 
And in thy dreadful Agony eat Blood; 

Thou, who for me chro ev'ry throbbing Vein 
Haſt felt the keeneft Edge of mortal Pair, 

Whom Death led Captive thre' the Realms below, 
And taught thoſe horrid Myſteries ot Woe; 

Defend mc, O my God! On fave me, Pow'r 

Ot Pow'rs Supreme, in that tremendous Hour ! 


FROM Eaſt to Weſt they fly, from Pole to Line, 
Imploring Saciter from the Wrath Divine ; 
Beg Fames to wrap, or whelming Seas to {vreep , 
Or Rocks to yawn compaſtionately deep : 
Seas calt the Monſter forth to meet his Doom, 
Ard Rocks but priſon 1 for Wrath to come. 


56 fares a Traytor to an carthly Crovyn 3 
While Death fits threat'ning in his Prince's Frown, 
His Heart's diſmay'd ; and now his Fears command 
To change his native for a diſtant Land: 
Switt Orders fly, the King's ſevere Decree 
Stands in the Channel, and locks up the Sea, £44 F 
The Port, he ſeeks, obedient to her Lord, | 
Hurls back the Rebel to his lifted Sword. 


BuT why this idle Toil to paint That Day! 
This Time elaborately thrown avvay? 
Words al! in vain pant after the Diſtreſs, 
The Height of Eloquence would make it Jes, 
Heav'ns! ca the good Man trembles - 


AN 
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Aro is there a Laſt Day? and mult there coe 
A Surc, 4 Fix'd, Inexorable Doom? 
Hidin ſwell, and thy proud Sails to ſhow, 
Take an the Winds that V/wiry can blow ; 
Wealth, en 2 golden Mountain blazing ſtand, 
And reach an ni forth in either Hand; 
Spread all thy Purple Cluſters, tempting Vine, 
And Thou, more dreaded Foe, bright Beauty, ſhine, 
Shine All; in all your Charms together riſe; 


That all, in all your Charms, I may deſpiſe, 
hie I mount upward on a ſtrong Deſire, 


Pore, bike Elijah, in à Car of Fire. 


I x hopes of Glory to be quite invol vd! 
To ſmile at Deato! to Jong to be difloly'd ! 
From our Decay s a Pleaſie to receive! 

And kindle io Traniport at 4 Grave 

What equils This? and frail the Vidtor nov; 
Boaſt the provi Laurels on bis {oadc4 Brow ? 
Religion! Oh thou Cherub, heaveniy bright! 
Oh Joys unmis'd, and fathom ef Delight! 
Thou, thou art All ; nor find { in the whole 
Creation augbt, bur Cod and my own Soul. 


et Ever then, my Joul, thy Cod adore, 
Nor ict the brute Creation praiſe hira more 
Shall i hings inanimate my Conduct blame, 
aud ivtfh my conſcious Chcek with ipreading Satie; 
They AP for him purſue, or quit their End; | 
The mounting Flames their burning Power fuipenc, 


in 
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In ſolid Heaps th' unfronen Billows ſtand, 

To Reſt and Silence aw*'d by His Command: 
Nay, the dire Montters that infeſt the Flood, 

By Nature dreadful, and a- thirſt for Blood, 

His Will can calm, their ſavage Tempers bind, 
And turn to mild Frotectors of Mankind, 

Did not the Prophet this great Truth maintain 
In the deep Chambers of the givomy Main 
When Darkneſs round him a ner Horrors {pre:d, 
And the Sea bello ed o'er his linking He:d ? 


War x now the Thunder roars, the Lightning flics, 
And all the warring Winds tumultuous riteæ; 
W ben now the foaming Surges toſt on high, 
Liſcloſe the Sands beneath, and touch the Sky 
When Death draws near, the Mariners a gas“. 
Look back with Terror on their Actions pal ; 
Their Courage ſickens into deep Diſmay, 
Their Hearts thro' Fear and Anguiſn melt away ; 
Nor Tears, nor Pray'rs. the Ternpeſis can appeaſe ; 
Now they devote their Treaſure to the Seas; 
Unload theic ſhatter's Barque, tho! richly travolit, 
And think the Hopes of Life are cheaply bought 
With Gems and Gold; but Oh, the Storrs fo high 
Nor Gems nor Gold the Hopes of Lite can buy. 


Tr x trembling Prophet then, them ſelves to fave, 
They headiong plunge into the brinyv Wave ; 
Down he deſcends, and beorm ing o'er his Bead 
The Billows cloſe; He's number d with the Dead. 
(Hear, O ye Juſt! attend, ve Virtuous Few ! 
And the bright Paths of Piety purlue., 
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Lo ! the great Ruler of the World from high 
Looks ſmiling down with a propitious Eye, 

Covers his Servant with his gracious Hand, 

Ana bids tempeſtuous Nature fileat Rand ; 
Commands the peaceful Waters to give place, 

Or kindly fold him in a ſoft Embrace: 

He bridles in the Monſters ot the Deep, 

The bridled Monſters aweful Diſtance keep ; 
Forget their Hunger, white they view their Prey, 
And guiltleſs gaze, and round the Stranger play. 


Bur ſtill ariſe new Wonders; Nature's Lord 
Sends forth into the Deep his pow'rful Word, 
And calls the great Leviathan; the great 
Leviathan attends in all his State, 
Exults for Joy, and with a mighty Bound 
Makes the Se ſhake, and Heav'n and Farth relound; 
Blackens the Waters with the rifing Sand 
And drives vaſt Billows to the diſtant Land 


As yawns an Earthquake, when impriſon'd Air 
Struggles for Vent, and lays the Centre bare, 
The Whale expands his Jaws enormous Size, 
The Prophet views the Cavern with Surprize ; 
Meaſures his monſtrous Teeth afar deſcry'd, 

And rolls his wordring Eyes from ſide to fide: 
Then takes poſleſſion of the ſpacious Seat, 
And ils fecure within the dark Retreat. 


No is he pleas'd the Northern Blat to car 
Ard havgs on liquid Mountains void of fear , 


-- 
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O falls immerſt into the Depths below, 

Whcte the Dead ſilent Waters never flozv ; 


To he Foundations, of the Hi';'s convey'd 
vzells in the theiving Mountains dreadful Shade 
Where never Plu 
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I graſp the Whole, no more to Parts con fin d, 

1 lift my Voice, and ing to Human Kind : 

] ling to Men and Angels; Angels join, 

While fach tie 1 © heme the Þ ny Ted m"_ with mine, 


Acann the Trumpet's inter mitted Sound 
Rolls the wide Circuit of Creation round. 
An univerts] Concourſe to prepare 
Of ail that ever breath'd the vital Air; 
In ſome wide Field, which active Wiiriwinds ſweep, 
Drive Cities, Forts, Mountains to the Deep, 
To ſmooth and engthen out thi vobounded Space, 
And ſpread an Arca for all Human Rice, 


Now Monuments prove faithful to their Truſt, 
And render back their long committed Duſt, 
Novy Charnels rattle ; ſcatter d Limbs, and all 
The various Bones obſequious to the Cab 
Selt-m cy a advance; the Neck Per aps; o meet 
The diſtatu Head, the diſtant Legs the Fect. 
Dread! m view, ice through the Dusky Sky 
Fragments of Bodies in Confafion fit, 
To diſtam Regions journey ing, there to lair! 


'ﬆ * # \ ” 44 1 3 & © ” 1 „ 41 
Deiſerted FACIHIDEDS, ind come! 'C2T the Frame, 


Wir the World bow'd to Rome's Amighty Sword, 
Reme bow'd 10 Powrey, and confels'd ach Lond d. 
Wet one Day loſt, this Deity CeO 
Became the 80 oꝛn and Pity of his o. 


Ss Bland 4 Traitor's Sacrifice vas made. 
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No Trumpet's Sound, no gaſping Army's Vell, 
Bid with due Horror his great Sou! arevrel. 
Obſcure his fall! all weltring in its Core, 

His Trunk was caſt to periſh on the Shore! 
While Jurtus frown'd the bioody Monſter Dead, 
Who brought ihe World in his great Rival's Heac 
This ſever'sd Head and Trunk ſhall join once more, 
Tho? Kcalm now rife between, and Oceans roar. 


The Trump«t's Sound each vaprant Motz ſhall hear, 
Or fix'd in Earth, or it afloat in Air, 


Obey the Signal wafted in the Wind, 
And not one fleeping Atom lag behind. 


So {warming Bees, that on a Summer's Dev 
lu airy Rings, and wild Meanders play, 
Charm'd vith the brazen Sound, their Wandring's ei, 
: And gently circting on a Bough deſcend, | 


Tur Body thus renew'd, the conſcious Soul, 

Which has perhaps been flutt'ring near the Pole, 

Or midſt the burning Pianets wond'ring ſtray'd, 

Or hover'd oer, vehere ner pale Corps was laid, 

Or rather coated on her final Stare, 

And fear'd, or wiſh's tor her appointed Fate: 

This Soul returning with a conſtant Flame, 

Now weds for cver her iramortal Frame. 

Life, which ran doven before, fo high is wound, 
* The Springs maintain an cverlaſting Rourd. 


Tuvs a frail Model of the Work defign'd, 
ruſt takes a Copy of the Builder's Mind, 
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Before the Structure firm with laſting Oak, 

And marble Bowels of the ſolid Rock, 

Turns the ſtrong Arch, and bids the Columms rife, 
And bear the lofty Palace to the Skies: 

The Wrongs of Time enabled to ſur pais, 

Wirh Pars of Adarcaart, and Ribs of Braſs. 


THAT Antient, Sacred, and Illu ſtrious * Nome, 
Where {ſoon or late fair Albion's Heroes come, 
From Cirvs, and Courts, tho' Great, and Wiſe, and Jult, 
To feed the Worn, and moulder into Duſt; 
That folemn Manſior of the Royal Dead, 
Where pailing Slaves o'er Neeping Monarchs tread, 
Now 707 „nous O'erfloes: A numerous Race 
Of riſing Tings fill all th' extended Space 
A Lite wei: ſpent, not the victorious Sword, 
Awards the Croyrn, and ſtiles the Greater Lord, 


Nor Monuments alone, and Burial Earth, 
Labours with Mau to this his ſecond Birth; 
But where gay Pal.ces in Pomp ariſo. | 
And gilded Theities invade the Skies, 

Nations ſhyl wake, vhoſe unſuſpected Bone: 

Support the Pride ot their luxurious Sons | 
The moſt mag: nificert, and coltty Done, 

Is but an upper Clanibzy tea Tornt. 

No Sret, on Farth, but has fuppiy'd a Grave, 

And Human Skills the foacicus Ocean pave. 

All's ful of Man, anc! it this UDrcadtrul Turn, 

The Swarm ſal! 1c. and rhe Hive all burn. 


Ou p- ů —— - — 
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Nor all at once, nor in like manner rife, 
Some lift with Pain their low unwilling Eyes; 
Shrink backward from the Terror of the Light, 
And bleſs the Grave, and call for laſting Night. 
Others, whoſe long attempted V irtue ſtood 
Fix'd as a Rock, and broke the ruſhing Flood, 
Whoſe firm Reſolve, nor Beauty could melt dovyn, 
Nor raging Tyrants from their Poſture trown 
Such in this Day of Horrors ſh4l Le ſcen, 
To face the Thunders with a Godlike Mien; 
The Planets drop, their Thoughts are fix d above; 
The Centre ſhakes, their Hearts diidain to move. 
An Earth diſſolving, and a Heav'n thrown wide. 
A yawning Sulpb, and Fiends on every Side, 
Sercne they view, impatient of Delay, 
And bleſs the Dawn of everlaſting Day. 


19 


Ou wondrous Change! whit unknown Objects rife, 


Shake my Belief, and fill me with iurpries? 


Here, Greatze/s proftiate falls, there, Strength; 


9 
Here, Lazars ini, there, Beauty hides her Fact. 
Chriſtians, and Few:, and Turks, and Pag ums ſtand, 

A blended Throng, one undifiiuguiſh'd Fand. 

Some who perhaps by mutual Vounds :; pir d 
With Zeal tor their diſtiuét bertuaſions i d, 
In mutual Friendſſip their hong Sumber break, 
And hand in, hand their Sa, iour's Love partake. 


Bur none ar. Aluſh'd with brirhte: I, Or Warm 
Wich juſter Confidence enjoy t: 
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Than thoſe, whoſe pious Bowunties unconfin'd 

Have made them publick Fathers of Mankind, 

In chat Illuſtrious Rank, what ſhining Light 

With ſuch diſtinguiſu'd Gry fills my Sight? 

hend down, my grateful Muſe, that Homage ſow, 
Winch to ſuch Worthies thou art proud to owe. 
Wickran! Fox! Cuiciity! hail Uiuſtrious * Names, 
Who to fur diſtant Times diſpenſe your Beams; 


eneath your Shades, ad near your Chryſtel Springs, 


I firſt preſum' d to touch the irembling Strings. 


All bail thrice hoou d! Twas your great Renown 


To bleſs a peopic, and oblige a Crown, 
When other Records Length of Years ſhall blaſt, 


In your : opted Sons your Fame thail laſt, 
And make thei: Kings to lateſt 8 known, 


Tholc happy Monarchs, under Wwhom you ſhone: 
A Moment e a Uuſtrioufly vight, 
Then 


Ihen left the mourning World, and ſet ir Nigh. 
But now you rite Fternally to ſhine, 
Erernally to drink the: Rays Divine. 

IxDULGENT Ged! Oh bow ſhall Mortal raiſe 
His Soul to due Returns ot grateful Praiſe, 
For bounty {o profuſe tv human Kind, 
Thy wondrous Gift of au, Eternal Mind? 
Shall I, who jume few Years ago was leſs 
Than Worm, or lite, or Shadow can exoreſs 
Was nothing, ſha. J live, vrhen ev ty Fire 
Of ev ry Star ſhail anguiſh, ard expire? 
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When Farth's no tnore, ſball I furvive above, 


And through the raviant Files or Angels move: 


Or as before the Throne of God 1 ſand, 

See new Worlds rolling from his ſpacious Hand, 
Where our Adventures fhal! perhape be taught 
As we now tell how Mica: tang or fought 7 
All chat has Being in full Conſort ſoin, 

And celebrate tte Depths of Zove Diving 


55 | : 3 ene. Cans 
Bur Ok before this blitsful State, before 
4s of LY KS SS Gs : F 
Th' aſpiring Soul this wondrous Heighe can ſoar, 
The Judge deſtending thurders from, af, 


8.4 1 ale 4 45 10 , 1 » 12 
And all Mankind is Syminon'd to the Bat 


Ims mighty Sceac 1 next preſume do 44 3 
Attend, Great Ara, with Religious Awe, 
Expect not here the known ſucceſstul Arts 
To win Attention, and command our Hearts, 
Fiction be for away, let no Machine: 

Deſcendinę here, no Fabied God be er, 
Behold the CoD of Gods indeed detent 
And Worlds unnumber' his Approach atteud 


Lo! the wide Tucatre whole ample Space 
Muſt entertain the vehole of human Race, 
At Heaven's All-pow'rtul Huict is prepar d, 
And fenc'd around win an immo tal Guard, 
Tribes, Provinces, Dominions, Worlds derflow 
The mighty Plain, and decuge ©] beo 
And every Age, and Nation pours along, 
Nix gop and Bouksox mingle in the Throng : 
Aba ſalutes his youngeſt Sou; no Sign 
OF all thoſe Ages, which their Birth, disjoin. How 
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How empty Learning, and how van is Art, 
But as it mends the Lite, and gui the Heart? 


What Volumes have been well d, what Time been ſpent, 


To tix a Hero's Birth- Day or Deſcent ? 

What Toy muſt it now vied, what TE raiſe, 
To ſee the glorious Race of antient Day: 

To preet thoſe Wortl1ic es, who perha ps RE ſtood 
3:luſtrious on Record before be flood ? 

Alas! a nearer Care your Seu} demands. 

(LESAR un-noted in y Our Ui CLCNCE Ikinds. 


How va! the Concourſe not in Number more 
The Waves that break on the reſounding Shore 
The Leaves that tremble ii the ſhedy Grove, 
The Lamps that gild the ſpangled Vaults above, 
Thoſe ov e ing Armies, whoic Command 
Said to one Empire 'T Fall. another, Stand : 


Whoſe Rear lay vyrapt in Night, while breaking Dawn 


Rouz'd the broad Front, and cad the battle on: 


Great Nerves World in Arms, proud Cauns's Field. 


Where Carthage taught victorious Rome ta yicld, 
(Anothe. Blow had broke the Fates Decree, 

And Earth had wanted her fourth Monarch ) 
Immortal Bleinheim, fam d Rasmillia's Hoſt, 

They All ate here, and here they All are loſt: 
Their Millions twell to be ditcern'd in yain. 

Loft as a Billow in th' unbounded Main. 


Tris echoing Voice now rends the yielding Air, 
For Judgment, Fudgment, Son, of Men, prepare. 


Earth 


— 
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Eorch ſhakes anew, I hear her Groans profound, 
And Hell through all her trembling Realms reſound, 


| Wyror'en T TIN 4 art, Thou greateſt Pow's of Exh, 
Blett ovith moſt egual u haet at thy Birth; 


M holt Valout drew the moſt ſucceſsful Sword, 

Mot! Realms united iu one common Lord; 

Who on thy Day of Triumph ſaidſt, Be thine 

The Skies, jJEHOV an, all this World is mine: 

Due not to ütt thine Eye. — Abs! my Mi 1c, 
How art thou tot? what Numbers canſt thou chuſc? 


A Suppts Bluſh inflames the waving Sky, 
and nov? the crimſon Curtains open Ay ; 
Lo! far weithin, and far above al! Height, 
Where Beaen's Great SOoVERtiGt: ert 3 in Worlds of Li icht, 
Whence Nature ne informs, and with one Ray 
Shot from his Eye, does all her Works fſarvey, 
(Creates, ſupports, confounds! Whore Time, and Place, 
Matter, 10 170 m, and Fortune, Life and Grace, 
Wait humbly at the Footſtool of their God, 
And move obedient at his awefol Nod; 
Whence he beho!ds us vagrant Emmets cravyl 
At random on this Air- juſpended Ball, 
(Speck of Creatic) 1!) if he pour one Breath, 
The Bubble breaks, and 'tis Eternal Death. 


Terxce iſſuing I behoid (but mortal Sint? 
Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing Sea of {Light !) 
| fee on an Empyreal flying Throne 
Avtully rats's Heav'n's Everlaſting Som; 


Crown d 
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Crown'd with that Majeſty, which forma the Word. 
And the Grand Rebel flaming downward hurl'd, 
Virtue, Dominion, Praiſe, Omnipotence, 

Support the Train of their triumphant Prince, 

A Zane, beyond the Thought of Angels bright, 
Around him like the Zodiac winds its Light, 

Night ſhades the folernn Arches of his Brows, 

And in his Cheek the purple Morning glows. 
Where'er ſerene he turns propitious Eyes, 


Or we expect, or find a Paradiſe; 4 
But if Refentment redden ther mild Beams, 1 
The Eden Kindlee, ind the World's in Flames. 5 


On ane hand, Knowiedge ſhines in pureſt Light, 
On ove, the Sword of juſtice fiercely bright. 
Now bend the knee it Sport, preſent the Need, 
Now tell the {ſcour gd Impoitor, he ſhal: heed! 


Bur Oh! you Sons of Men, exalt your Voice, 
And bid the Soul through all her Pow'rs rejoice , 
Mercy, kis Darling, in his Boſom found, 

Scatters Arnbrofial Odours all around; 

Unbends bis Brow, and mitigates his Frown, * 
and boot hs his Rage, and melts his Thunders down, 
My IT noughts are Chang'd, row Man exalt thine Eye, 
I: thy dread Judge thy dear Redeemer pz: 

Hen Jupas ſtruggles his Deſpair to quei 

Hope amoſt blofioms in the Shades of Hell, 


Tuvs glorious through the Courts of Heaven, the Source 
O* Life and Death Eternal bends his Courſe 
L o Thunders round him roll, and Lightnings 7 play ay; 
* Angelick Hoſt is rang d in bright Array: 
Anc 
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Some touch the String, ſome ſtrike the ſounding Shell 
And mingling Voices the rich Conſort ſwell; 2 5 
Voices Seraphicic, bleſt with ſuch = Strain, 

Cou'd Satan hear, he were a Bod again, 

All Heav'n ſhines forth, in all her Pomp compleat, 
For G 0p, himſelf, magnihcent!y Great. 


TRIUMYHANHT King of Gro x! Soul of Bliſs? 
What a ſtupendous Turn of Fate is this? 
Oh whither art thou rais'd above the Scorn, 
And Indigence of him, in Bethlem born; 
A necdy, helpleſs, unaccounted Gueft, 
And but a Second to tlie foiider'd Beaſt ? 
How chang'd from him, who meekly proftrate hid, 
Vouchſaf'd to waſh the Feet him ſelt had made? 
From him, who was betray'd, forfook, deny d, 


Wept, languiſh'd, pray 'd, bled, thirſted, prom d. and dy“ 


Hang pierc'd and bare, inſulted by the Foe, 
All Heav'n in Tears above, Earth unconccru'd below? 


9 


* 
* 


AnD was't enough to bid the Sun tetuc? 
Why did not Nature at thy Groan expire? 
I ſee, Thear, I fecl the Pangs Divine, 
The World is vaniſh'd, —— 1 am wholy tlunc. 


— 


MisTAKEN CIZIAVHA S! Ah! which blaſphem' d, 


Thou or thy Pris'ner? which ſhalt he condemn'd? 


Well might'ſt thou rend thy Garments, well exclaim , 
Decp are the Horrors of Eternal Flame! 

But God is good! Tis wondrous ai! Een He 

Thou gav'ſt to Death, Shame, Torture, dy'd for Thee. 


D Now 
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Now the deſcending Triumpli ſtops its Flight 
From Earth full twice a Planetary Height, 
There ail the Clouds condens'd, two Cglumns raife 
Diitinat with Orient Veins, and Golden Blaze. 
One fix'd on Earth, and one in Sea, and round 
Its ample Foot the {welling Billows ſound. 
Theſe an immeaſurable Arch ſupport, 
The Grand Tribunal of this weful Court, 
Sheets of bright Azure, from the pureſt Sky 
Stream from the Chryſtal Arch, and round the Columns fly. 
Death wrapt in Chains low at the Baſis lies, 
And on the Point of his own Arrow dics. 


His high enthorn d th' Eternal Judge is plac'd, 
With all the Grandeur of the Godhead grac'd ; 
Stars on his Robes in beauteous Order meet, 


And the Sun burns beneath his dreadful Feet. 


Now an Archangel eminently bright, 
From af his Silver Staff of wondrous Height, 
Unfuris the Chriſtian Flag, which waving flies, 
And ſhuts and opens more than half the Skies: 
Tre Croſs ſo ſtrong a Red, it ſheds a Stain, 
Wherc'er it floats, on Earth, in Air, or Main; 
Flaſhes the Hill, and ſets on fire the Wood, 
And turns, the deep-dy'd Ocean into Blood. 


On formidable GRV dreadful Bright! 
Refulgent Torture to the guilty Sight, 
Ah turn, unwary Mule, nor dare reveal 
What horrid Thoughts with the Polluted dwell, 


AY 
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Say not (to make the Sun ſhrink in his Beam) 
Dare not affirm, they wiſh it all a Dream; 

Wiſh, or their Souls may with their Limbs decay, 
Or Gop be ſpoil'd of his Erernal Sway. 

Put rather, it thou know # the Means, unfold 
How they with Tranſport may this Scene beho'd. 


A n how ! but by Repentence, by a Mind 
Quick, and ſevere its own Offence to find? 
By Tears, and Groans, and never-ceahng Care, 
And all the pious Violence of P:ay'r ? 
Thus then with Fervency till now unknown, 
I caſt my Heart before th? Eternal Throne, 
In this great Temple, vhich the Skies farround 
For Homage to its Lord, a narrow Bound, 


*(O thou! whoſe Ballance does the Mountains weigh, 
Whoſe WL! the wild tumulcuous Seas obey, 

Whoſe Breath can turn thoſe viarry Worlds to Flame, 
That Flame ro Tempeſt, and that Tempeſt tame; 
Earth's meaneſt Son, with Trembling, preftrate falls, 
And on the Plenty of thy Goodneſs calls. 


« An. give the Winds all paſt Offence to ſwecp. 
To ſcatter wide, or bury in the Deep; 
Thy Pow'r, my Weakneſ may I ever ſee, 
© And wholly dedicate my Soul to Thee. 


*« Reign o'er my Will; my Pa ſſions ebb and Row 
% At thy Command, nor human Motive know | 
vt 


It Anger boil, let Anger be my Praiſe, 
And Sin the praceful Indignation raite, 
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My Love be warm to ſuccour the Diſtreſs'd, 
And lift the Burden from the Soul oppreſse'd. 


* On may my Underſtanding ever read 
* This Glorioas Volume, which thy Wiſdom made 
* Who deck: ths Maiden Spring with flowry Pride? 
Who calls forth Summer, like a ſparkling Bride? 
A 2 ys the Mother-Autumn's Bed to crown? 
And bids Old Winter lay her Honours down ? 
Not the Great Dr Tor AN, or Greater Cz A R, 
% Not Europe's Arbitreſs of Peace and War. 
May Sca = Land, and Earth and» Heaven be join d, 
* To bring th' Eternal Author to my Mind! 
When Oceans roar, or awful Thunders roll, 
wy Re Thoughts of Thy Dread Vengrzance ſhake my Sout z 
When Earth's in Bloom, or Planets proud!y ſhine, 
** Adore, my Heart, the MAH Ty Divine. 
* Tanro' every Scene of Life, or Peace, or War, 
e Plenty, or Want, thy Glory ve my Care! 
* Shins we in Arms? or ling beneath our Vine? 
“ Thine is the Vintage, and the Conqueſt Thine : 
Thy Pleaſure points the Shaft, and bends the Bow; 
“ The Cuſter blaſts, or bids it richly flow : 
« *Tis Thou that lead'ſt our powerful Armies forth. 
& And gir'ſt Great Au Thy Scepter o'er the North. 


% nA I may crer at the Aorning-Ray 
t Open with Pray'r the Conſecrated Day, 
os thy great Praiſe, and bid my Soul ariſe, 
* A! Fo ok the moum ing Sun aſcend the Skies: 


* 7 
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& As that adrances let my Zeal improve 


© And glow with Ardour of conſummate Love; 


„Nor ceaſe at Eve, but with the Setring Sun, 
My endleſs Worſhip ſhall be ſtil! begun. 


* Avy Oh! permit the Gloom of ſolemn Night 
To Dd enen Thought may furcthiy invite. 
rc 


n this World's ſhur, and awtal Planets riſe, 
£5 8 o Our PPV and raite them to the Skics 


* 


ws Compoſe OU Soul: with (1 4 leſs 3 dazling 8 5 gh t, 


And thew ail Nature in a milder Light; 

* How every boiſtrous Thought in Calms ſublices ! 
How the ſmooth'd Spirit into Goodneis glides! 
Oh how Divine ! to tread the Milky Way, 

To the bright Palace of the Lora of Day,; 

„His Court admire, or for his Favour (ue, 

Or Leagues of Friendſhip with his Saints renew; 
“ Pleas'd to look down, and ſee the World allen 
White 1 long Vigils to its Foumder krep. 


«+6 


„ CansT Thou not fake the Centre Olli contro 
* Subdue by Force the Rebel in my Soul: 


« Thou, who canſt ſtill rhe Raging of the Flood, 
© KReſtrain the various Tumults of my Blood; 
cs 


Teach me with equal Fir tuneſs to ſuſtain 
Alluring Pleaſure, and aflaulti:s Pain. 


Oh may I pant for Thee in cac > Detiref 


And with ſtrong Faith toment the Holy Fire! 
Stretch out my Soul in Jope, and graſp the Prize, 
* Which in Ezernzy's decp Bolom lies! 


— — 
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« At the Great Day of Recompence behold, 

« Pevoid of Fear, tlie fatal Book unfold! 

Then watted upward to the bliſsful Seat, 
From Age to Age my grateful Song repeat, 
„My Light, my Life, my Gov, my Savigur fee, 
And rival Angels in the Praiſe of Tyr x 


- Fi = 
0 N 
N CET: 


OY (> 
* . 


TH. 


a> 


Sees 
1 4 > JS, a 
— Z 


- 
7 — 
3 Pl A. 


BOOK III. 


0 — 7 — 
— — — — —— — ů22j2——ů 


Ee quoque in fatis reminiſcitur affore tempus, 
Uno mare, quo telins, correptaque regia Oui 
Ardeat, & mundi moles operoſa laboret. 


g's O VID NI * . 


. 
T 
HE Book unfolding, the reſplendent Seat 
Of Saints and Angels; the tremendous Fate 
Of guiity Souls, the gloomy Kea ms of Woes 
1 5 oy , 5 4 g . ' - . 
N And all the Horrors of the World below, 
MS if PD) next preſume to ing, What yet remains 


Demands my laſt, but moſt ex3:ted Strains. 


And let the Maſe or now affect the Sky, 
Or in inglorious Shades for cer 4c: 


She 
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She kindles, ſhe's inflam d ſo near the Goal,” 

She mounts, ſhe pains upon the ſtarry Pole; 
The World grows leis as ſhe purſues her Flight, 
And the Sm darkens to her diſtant Sight. 
Heav'n opening all its faced Pomp diſplays, 
And overwhelms her with the ruſhing Platze; 
The Triumph rings! Archangels ſhout around 
And echoing Nature lengthens out the Sound, 


T £ « thouſand Trumpets New at once advance; 
Now deepeſt Silence lulls the vaſt Expanſe ; 
So deep the Silence, and ſo ſtrong the Blaſt, 
As Nature dy'd, when ſhe had proan'd her laſt. 
Nor Man, nor Angel moves; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his Glory fills the Sky : 
Then on the fatal Book his Hand he Jays, 
When high to view ſupporting Seraphs raile ; 
In ſolemn Form the Rituals are prepar'd. 
The Seal is broken, and a Groan is heard. 
Not guilty Fear, not Fancy's {elf can draw 
A Meeting more Auguſt, of greater Awe, 
And thou, my Soul, (Oh fall to ſudden Pray'r, 
Ind let the Thought fink deep, ) ſhalt Thou be there? 


- 


Str on the Left, (for by the great Command 
The Throng divided falls on either Hand;) 
Row weak, how pale how haggard, how obſcene, 
hat more than Death in every Face and Mien? 
With what Diſtreſs, and Glarmgs of Affright 
They ſhock the Heart, and turn away the Sight? 
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How wou'd it wound? what Millions would'ſt thou give 
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In gloomy Orbs their trembling Eye-Balls roll, 
nd tell the horrid Secrets of the Soul. 
Rach Geſture mourns, each Look is black with Care, 
And every Groan 1s loaden with Deſfair. 
Reader, if guilty, ſpare the Muſe, and find 
A truer Image pictur'd in thy Mind. 


SHnoUrD'sT thou behold thy Brother, Father, Wife, 
And all the ſoft Companions of thy Life, 
Whole blended Intereſts levei'd at one Aim, 
Whole mix'd Deſires ſent up one common Flame, 
Divided far s Thy wretched {'f alone 
Caſt on the Left, ot all whom thou haſt known ; 


For one more Trial, one Day more to live? 

Flung back in Time an Hour, a Moment's Space, 

To graſp with Eagerneſs the Means of Grace, 

Contend for Mercy with a pious Rape, c 
And in that Moment to redeem an Age? 

Drive back the Tide, ſuſpend a Storm in Air, 

Reſtrain the San; but ſtill of This deſpair, 


Manx on the Right, how amiable 3 Grace! 
Their Maker's Image freſh in ev'ry Face! 
What purple Bloom my raviſh'd Soul ad mixes, 
And their Eyes ſparkling with Immorts! Fires? 
Triumphant Beauty | Charms that riſe above 
This World, and in bleit Angels kindle Love! 
To the Great Judge with Holy y Pride they turn, 
And dare behold th' Almighty's Anger burn; 
Its Flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its Terror rife, 
And on the dread Tribunal fix their Eyes. 
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Are theſe the Forms that moulder d in the Duſt ? 
Oh the tranſcendent Glory of the Juſt ! 

Vet ſtill ſome thin Remains of Fear, and Doubt, 
Th infected Brightneſs of their Joy pollute. 


Tuus the chaſte ren when the Prieſt draws: r 


Beholds his Bleſiing with a trembling Eye, 

Feels doubtful Paſſions throb in every Vein, 
And in his Cheeks are mingled Joy and Pain, 
Leſt ſtill ſome intervening Chance ſhould riſe, 
Leap forth at once, an ſnatch the Glorious Price 
Inflame his Woe, by bringing it ſo hate, 

And ſtab him in che Ciifis of his Fate. 


Since Avan's Family, from firſt to laſt, 
Now into one diſtirat Survey is caft, 
Look round, vain-glorious Muſe, and you vhoe'er 
Devote your ſelves to Fame, and think her fair, 
Look round, and view the Lights of Human Race, 
Whoſe ſhining Acts Time's bi izhteſt Annals grace; 
Who tounded Sets; Crowns conquer d, or refign'd : 


Gave Names to Nations; or tam'd Empres joins; 


Who raised the Vale, and laid the Mountain lob; 
And taught obedient Rivers where to How. 
Who with vaſt Fleets, as with 2 mighty Cham, 
Cou'd bind the Madneſs of the roaring Main: 
All loſt? all undiftinguiſh'd? no where found? 


nig, 


How v1: this Truck in Bova gon 's Palace ſound? 


Round gilded Roots how heavy will it fly? 
With what a Weight on Crowns and Scepters lie? 
E'en Great and Good AuGuvsTUS is not ſeen, 
Nor haughty Bachlen's victorious QUEEN. 


VWasr 
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WHa rT then is He, * who 'midit the radiant Bands 
Of ſpotleſs Saints, and laurel'd Martyrs ſtands, 
onſpicuous from afar? Whoſe Rays fo bright 
Solicit, and attract the raviſh'd Sight? 
in whom I ſee two diſtant Virtues join'd, 

A Royal Greatneſs, and an humble Mind; 

His lifted Hands, his lofty Neck ſurround, 

To hide the Scarlet of a circling Wound 

Th Almighty Judge bends forward from his Throne, 
Theſe Scars to mark, and then regards his ovea, 
FZeru/alem's Foundations proan aloud, 

And Albion ſinks beneath her ambient Tod. 


Nor- far, methinks, I Kindred-Features trace 
In a Majeſtick, though a Feraale Face, 
Her Conſort by; around them ſmiling move 
The beauteous Bloſſoms of their fruitful Love; 
Known of their Parents, they their Parents know; 
Their Boſoms with a double "Tranſport glow 
Bleſt in themſelves, but more than bleſt to find 
All held moſt dear in equal Bleſung join'd. 
In One, Superior Majeſty appeus, 
Advanc'd in Beauty, as advanced in Years; 
What melting Sweetnels, what commanding Grace 
Meet on his Brow like Victory and Peace ? 
Oh! to what fav'rite Part of Human Kind 
Was this ſo great, but dangerous Gift deligu'd ? 
What Nation kumbly cou'd enjoy his Reign? 
Lf loft, wich Patience ſuch a Loſs ſuſtain ? 


King CHARLES I. 


An 
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Au ſay, Britannia, whence this Vengence flow'd, 
Hat Thou not yet aton d thy Martyr's Blood? 
EDwWwARDS andiiingys ii aloud refound? 
Nor are their Names in greater Gos TE R drown'c; 
Oh! what a Godlike Race in him is loſt? 
What has his Death cen future Ages coſt? 


Bur us'd with Art, and rightly underſtood, 
All Diſpenſitions from above are good; 
And though with frighttal Aſpect they ſurprize, 
Moſt lits are only Bleſings i in Diſguiſe. 
Oh happy Iſtue! to whom ne'er was known 
The bright Temptations ſparkling from a Throne; 
Great Parents! vrho thoſe bet ght Temptations knev Ys 
Knowing engag d, engaging overthrew. 


Now, juſt Reward! celeſtial Crowns encloſe 
With deathleſs Glories your victorious Brows. 
For fee the Volume vaſt ſince Time began, 
Juſt Regiſter of all beneath the Sun, 

Is thrown full wide; Peace Ocean! Silence 1111] 
The ſounding Winds! ye Spheres forbear ta roll! 
Hear, Oh Creation, thy Great Maſter ſpca.! 

Now firſt for guilty Man bleſt Angels ſhake, 


Tuar Hour, on which th'Almighty King on high 
From all Eternity has fix'd his Eve, | 
Whether Ins Right Hand favour'd, or annoy d, 
Continu'd, alter'd, threaten'd, or deftroy'd, 
Southern or Eaſtern Scepter downward hur!'d, 
Gave North or Weſt Dominion o'er the World; 
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The Point of Time, for which that Worid was built, 
or which the Blood of God himielf was ſpilt, 

That dreactu! Moment is arriv'd, 

AO F, the Seats of Bliſs their Pomp diſplay 

* Brighter than Brightneſs, this diſtinguiſh'd Day; 

* Lefs glorious, when of old th Eternal Son 

From. Realms of Night return'd with Trophies won; 
| Through Heaven's high Gates, when he Triumphant rod, 
And ſhouting Angels hail'd the Victor God. 
N Horrors, beneath, Darkneſs in Darkneſs, Hell 

Of Hell, where Torments behind Torments dwe!!; 

A Furnace formidable deep and wide 

8 ©'er-boiling with a mad ſul phureous Tide, 

Expands its Jaws, moſt dreadtul to ſurvey, 

And roars outrageous for the deſtin'd Prey. 

” The Sons of Light ſcarce unappal'd look down, 
And nearer preſs Heaven's Everlaſting Throne. 

. 

| S$vucn is the Scene, and one ſhort Moment's Space. 
” Concludes the Hopes and Fears of Human Rite. 
proceed who dares, I tremble as I write; 

The whole Creation ſwims before my Sight: 
(ee, I ſee the Judge's trowning Brovy, 

Fay not 'tis diſtant, I behoid it Now; 

I faint, my tardy Blood forgets to flow, 

My Soul recoils at the ſtupendous Woe; 

That Woe, thoſe Pangs which from the oni'ty Breaſt 

& :: theſe, or Words like theſe, fall be expreſt. 


Wo burſt the Barriers of my peaceful Grave? 
© Ah! cruel Death that wou'd no longer Ave, 
E But 


| 
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14 


But grudg d me een that narrow dark Abode, 

* Ard caſt me out into the Wrath of God ; 

* Where Shricks, the roaring Flame, the rattling Chain 
And all the dreadful Eloquence of Pain, 

ur only Song; black Fire's malignant Light, 

© The ſole Refreſiment of the blaſted Sight. 


« MUST all thoſe Pow'rs, Heav'n gave me to ſupply 
„My Soul with Pleaſure, and bring in my Joy, 
* Riſe up in Arms againſt me, join the Foe, 
** Senſe. Reaſon, Memory, mcreate my Woe? 
© And ſhall my Voice, ordain'd on Hyrars to dwell, 
" Corrupt to Groans, and blow the Fires of Hell? 
Oh! muſt J look with Terror on my Gain, 
* And with Exiſtence only meaſure Pain? 
* What, n6 Reprieve, no leaſt Induigence giv'n, 
No Beam of Hope from any Point of Hearn! 
% Ah Mercy! Mercy! art Thou dead above? 
« Is Love extinguiſh'd in the Source of Love? 


„Bop that I am, did Heav'n ſtoop down to Hell, 
'* TH expiring Lord of Lite tiny Ranſom ſeal? 
Have I not been induſtrious to provoke? 
From his Embraces obſtinately broke ? 
© Purſued, and panted tor his mortal Hare, 
* Earn'd my Deſtruction, labour d out my Fate; 
And dare yon extinguſh'd Love cxclaim ? 
Take, take full Vengence, rouze the flak ning Flame, 
juſt is my Lot but Oh ! muſt it tranſcend 
* The Reach of Time deſpair 2 diſtant End? 
** With dreadful Growth ſhoot forward, and ariſe, 
* Where Thought can't follow, and bold Fancy dies! 


of 


* 
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« NEVER! where falls the Soul at that dread Sound? 
* Down an Abyſs how dark, and how profound? 
« Down, dovrn ( ſtil am falling Horrid Pain!) 
© Ten thouſanc houſand Farhorns till remain; 
My Plunge but begun. —— And this for Sin? 
«© Cou'd I offen I had never been, 
« But ſtil} increas he {enflets happy Mals, 
© Flow'd in the am, or flouriſh'd in the Graf: ? 
« FaTyrn of Mercies! why from {icant Earth 
« Did'ſt thou aware, and curſe me into Birth? 
Tear me from Quiet, raviſh me from Night, 
« And make a thankleſs Preſent of thy Light? 
© Puſh into Being a Reverſe of Thee, 
„And animate a Clod with Miſery ? 


Tk Beaſts are happy, they come forth and keep 
„ Short Watch on Earth, and then lay dovrn to ſleep. 
* Pain is for Man, and Oh! how vaſt a Pain 
For Crimes, which made the Godhcad bleed in vain? 
Stifled his Groans, as far as in them lay, 
And flung his Agonies, and Death away. 
As our dire Puniſhment for ever ſong, 
Our Conſtitution too for ever Young, 
* Curs'd with Returns of Vigour, ſtill the ſanie, 
** Powerfui to bear, and ſatisfy the Flame. 
Still ro be caught, and ſtill to be purſu'd! 
Io periſh ſtill, and ſtil to be rene vd! 


% AND this, My Help! My God! at thy Decree? 
Nature is chang'd, and Hell ſhould fuccour me. 
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« Ard cau'ſt Thou then look dowa from perfect Bliſs, 
And ſee me plunging in the dark Aby ſs? 

« Calling Thee Father, in a Sea of Fire? 

Or pouring Blaſphernies at thy Deſire? 

« With Mortal's Anguiſh wilt Thou raiſe Thy Name, 
* And by my Pangs Ommpotence proclaim ? 


* TO u, who cant toſs the Planets to and fro, 
e Contract not thy great Vengcance to my Woe; 
*© Cruſh Worlds, in hotter Flames fall'n Angels lay, 
On me Almighty Wrath is caſt away. 
Call back thy Thunders, Lord, hold in thy Rage, 
* Nor with a Speck of Wretchedneſs engage, 
Forget me quite, nor ſtoop a Worm to blame. 
« But loſe me in the Greatneſs of thy Name, 
« Thou art ail Love, all Mercy, all Divine, 
c And ſhall I make thoſe Glories ceaſe to fhne? 
* Shall ſinful Man grow Great by his Offence, 
© And from its Courſe turn back Omnipotence ? 


_ 


« ForBrD it! and Oh! grant, Great God, at eaſt 
t This one, this flender, ajmoſt no Requeſt; 
© When I have wept a thoutand Lives away, 
When Torment is grown weary ot its Prey. 
When | have rav'd ten thouſand Years in fire, 
Ten thouſand Thoulands, let me then expire. 


Der Anguiſh! but too late; the hopeleſs Soul 
Hound to the bottom of the burning Pool, 
Though loath, and ever loud blaſpheming, owns 
He's juſt'y doom'd to pour eternal Groans ; 


Encios's 
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Enclos d with Horrors, and transfix'd with Pain, 
Rolling in Vengeance, ſtruggling with his Chain, 
To talk to fiery Tempeſts, to implore 


The raging Flame to give its Burnings o'er, 


To toſs, to writhe, to pant beneath his Load, 
And bear the Weight of an offended Gov, 


Tux Favour'd of their Judge, in Triumph move 
To take Poſſeſſion of their Thrones above; 
Satan's accurs'd Deſertion to ſupply, 
And fill the vacant Stations of the Sky: 
Again te kindle long extinguiſh'd Rays, 
And with new Lights dilate the heavenly Blaze; 
To crop the Roſes of Immortal Youth 
And drink the Fountain-Head of Sacred Truth; 
To ſwim on Seas of Bliſs, to ſtrike the String, 
And lift the Voice to their Almighty KIN G3 
To loſe Eternity in grateful Lays, 
And fill Heaven's wide Circumference with Praife, 


Bor Iattempt the wondrous Height in vain, 
And leave unfiniſh'd the too lofty Strain ; 
What boldly I begin, let others end, 
My Strength exhauſted fainting I deſcend, 
And chuſe a leſs, but no ignoble Theme, 
Diſſolving Elements, and Worids in Flame. 


Tu E fatal Period, the great Hour is cotne 
And Nature ſhrinks at her approaching Doom; 
Loud Peals of Thunder give the Sign, and all 
Heayen's Terrors in Array ſurround the Ball; 


B ; Shay 
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Sharp Lightnings with the Meteors Blaze conſpire, 

And darted downward ſet the World on fire; 

Black riſing Clouds the thicken'd ther choak, 

And ſpiry Flames ſhoot. thro the rolling Smoak, 

With keen Vibrations cut the ſullen Night, 

And ſtrike the darken'd Sky with dreadful Light; 

From Heaven's four Regions with immortal Force 

Angels drive on the Winds impetuous Caurſe, 

T'enrage the Flame; it ſpreads, it ſoars on high, 

Swells in the Storm, and billows through the Sky, 

Here winding Pyramids of Fire aſcend, 

Cities and Deſarts in one Ruin blend; 

Here, blazing Volumes wafted overwhelm 

The ſpacious Face of à far diftant Realm, 

There, undermin'd down ruſh eternal Hills, 

The neighbouring Vales the vaſt Deſtruction fills, 
(bros 


Hz ax'sr thou that dreadful Crack ? that Sound, whic!, 
Like Peals of Thunder, and the Centre ſhook ? 


What Wonders muſt that Groan of Nature tell? 
Olympus there, and mightier Alas fell, 

Which ſeem'd above the reach of Fate to ſtand 

A tow'ring Monument of Gad's Right Hand,; 

Now Duſt and {ſtmoak, whoſe Brom fo lately ſpread 
Oer helter'd Countries its diffuſive Shade. 


Hicn midll the Clouds the boiling Ocean roms, 
And looks far down on tus decreaſing 8 Shores; 
Leviathans in plaiutive Thunder cry, 


In Giitant, diſmal, Pants de longeliv'd Echecs die 
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Snew me that celebrated Spot, where al! 
The various Rulers of the ſever'd Ball 
Have humbly ſought Wealth, Honour, or Redreſs, 
That Land, which Heav'n ſcem'd diligent to bleſs, 
Once call'd Britannia; Can her Glories end? 
And can't ſurrounding Seas her Realms defend? 
Alas! in Flames behold ſurrounding Seas! 
And al! their Waters but augment the Blaze, 


Sour Angel y, Wherc ran proud 4/a's Bound, 
Or where with fruits was fair EH ph. crown'd ? 
Where ſtretch'd waſte Lybia where did Inaia's Store 
Sparkle in Diamonds, and her Golden Car ? 

Fach loſt in each, their mingling Kingdoms glow, 
And all diffoiv'd, one fiery Deluge flow : 

Thus Eartlh's Contending Monarchies are join'd, 
And a full Period of Ambition find. 


AN now whate'er or ſims, or walks, or flies, 
Inhabitants of Sea, of Earth, or Skies; 
Alon whom Apau's Wiſdom fix'd 2 Name, 
A!! plunge, an4 periſh in the conquering Flame. 


T1r1rs Gobe alone would but defraud the Fire, 
Starve its devouring Rage; the Flakes aſpire, 
And catch the Clouds, and make the Heawns their prey 
The Sun, the Moon, the Stars ail melt away, 
And leave 2 mighty Blank: Tnvolv'd in Flame, 
The whole Creation ſinks! the Glorious Frame, 
In which ten thouſand Worlds in radiant Dance, 
Orb above Orb their wondrous Courſe advance, 


By 
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By that o'er-ruling Hand, which kindled all 
The Stars, and rounded in its Palm the Ball, 

Is cruſh'd and loft; no Monument, no Sign, 
Where once ſo proudly blaz'd the gay Machine, 
So Bubbles on the foaming Stream expire, 

So Sparks that ſcatter from the kindling Fire; 
The Devaſtations of one dreadful Hour, 

The Great Creator's Six Day's Work deyour, 


How rich that God who can ſuch Charge defray, 
And bear to fling ten thouſand Worlds away ? 
Great Wealth! and yet (ye Nations hear) one Sou 
Has more to boaſt, and far outweighs the whoſe; 
Exalted in ſuperior Excellence, 

Caſts down to nothing, ſuch a vaſt Expence. 
Have ye not ſcen th' Eternal Mountains nod, 
An Earth diſſolving, a deſcending God ? 
What ſtrange Surprizes thro? all Nature ran? 
For whom theſe Revolutions, but for Man? 
For him Omnipotence new Meaſures takes, 


For him through all Eternity awakes ; 


Pours on him Gifts ſufficient to ſupply 
Heaven's Loſs, and with freſh Gories fill the Sky. 


Turxk deeply then, O Man, how great thou art, 
Pay thy ſelf Homage with a trembiing Heart; 
What Angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 
Shizlhting thy ſelt, affront not God's Reſpect, 
Enter the facred Temple of thy Breaſt, 
And Gaze, and Wander there a raviſh'd Gueſt; 
Gaze on thoſe hidden Treaſures, thou ſhalt find, 


Wander thro all the Glories of thy Mind. 
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Of perfect Knowledge, ſee, the dawning Light 

Fortels a Noon moſt exquiſitely bright! 

ere, Springs of end leſs Joy are breaking forth 

There, buds the Promiſe of Celeſtial Worth! 

Worth, which muſt ripen in a happier Clime, 

ad brighter Sun, beyond the Bounds of Time. 

Thou, Minor, canſt not gueſs thy vaſt Eſtate, 
hat Stores, on foreign Coaſts, thy Landing vvait. 
vie not By Claim, ct Virtue's Paths be trod; 
Thas glad all Heav'n, and pleale that bounteoiis Co , 
Who to light thee to Pleaſores, hung on high 

Yon radiant Orb, proud Regent of the Sky ; 
That Service done, its Beams hall fade away, 

and Go » thine forth in one Erernal Day, 
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